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And a heap of the war-shafts?    Now am I of

Hrothgar

The man and the messenger: ne'er saw I of aliens
So many of men more might-like of mood.
I ween, that for pride-sake, no wise for wrack-
wending
But for high might of mind, ye to Hrothgar have

sought.
Unto him then the heart-hardy answer'd and

spake,                                                             340

The proud earl of the Weders the word gave

aback,

The hardy neath helm : Now of Hygelac are we
The board-fellows; Beowulf e'en is my name,
And word will I say unto Healfdene's son,
To the mighty, the folk-lord, what errand is mine,
Yea unto thy lord, if to us he will grant it
That him, who so good is, anon we may greet.
Spake   Wulfgar   the   word,   a   lord   of   the

Wendels,

And the mood of his heart of a many was kenned,
His war and his wisdom: I therefore the Danes'

friend                                                             350

Will   lightly   be   asking,   of  the  lord  of  the

Scyldings,
The  dealer of rings,  since the boon thou art

bidding,